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and dark. He took hurried steps in pursuit and reached the
churchyard just in time to see her entering the church porch.
There were several people moving in and out of the church
at that hour. TheVe were still more people passing up and down
in front of the churchyard entrance; and among these latter, as
Sam was about to hurry under the iron arch that held the gas-
lamp, was a figure in working-man's clothes who hesitated not
to stop him and address him. Sam could hardly endure this delay.
The man was polite enough and his general demeanour had the
air of a foreman or a master plumber. But Sam's soul was al-
ready inside the church. And what on earth was this pale, intense,
red-haired young artisan talking about? He had caught hold of
Sam by the lappet of his coat. He was agitated about something.
"I beg your pardon," Sam blurted out at last, "but Fm in rather
a hurry. I've got to go, if you don't mind, into the church. I've
got to go!" At that moment such a bitter sneer contracted this
excitable young man's face that Sam did notice it and stopped.
What was the matter with this fellow? Why was he so agitated?
"So you're the gent she can't sigh 'arf enough about," the man
began, in a strong cockney accent "She sighs you 'ave the look
of a sighnt. Well, Crummie, I sighs, the next charnst I gets I'll
tike a good look at 5im. It ain't every die yer sees a bloomin'
sighnt on 'Igh Street. But I'll arst 'im, I sighs, if 'ee won't speak
up for a poor dog like yours 'umbly. A sighnt's word, I'll tell
'im, ought to go pretty far with a gal if he cares to give a bloke
a 'and-up in 'is courtinV
A light for the first time broke upon Sarn's impatient mind.
This must be Red Robinson, the cockney Communist, who was
always plotting troubles and strikes in Philip's factories. Sam
now remembered the fact that Red Robinson's mother, with whom
he lived, was an old charwoman of the most rigid conservative
principles, who worked regularly in the church. Sam knew her
well and had often heard her speak sorrowfully and tragically
of the wicked opinions of her infidel son. The whole episode was
a revelation to him of how poor the Geards had been before
they inherited their legacy. It seemed hard to imagine this well-
to-do workman aspiring to Crummie's hand!
"You've come to see your mother home?" he murmured feebly.